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Ha fane vires amicitia, mortis contemptum ingenerare, vite 
dulcedinem extinguere, crudelitatem manfuefacere, odium 
m amorem convertere potuerunt. Vat. Max. 


fible pleafure in the courfe of this un- 

dertaking, than the having been occa- 

) fionally honoured wigh the correfpon- 

dence of feveral ingenious gentlemen 

of both our Univerfities. My paper of 

to-day gives me unufual fatisfaction on this account, and 
I cannot help looking on it with a great deal of plea- 
fure as a fort of a little Cambridge Mifcellany. The 
reader will fee, it is compofed of two little poems, which 
I have lately received from two different correfpondents 
in that learned Univerfity. The Ode to Friendthip has, 
in my opinion, many beauties, and is infinitely fuperior 
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to the meagre productions of fome celebrated Ode- 
mongers. The Fable~I-have fome reafon to’ imagine, 
befides the peculiarity of ftile and manner, comes from 
the fame hand, who has already obliged the public 
with fome other pieces of poetry publithed in this 


paper. 


ODE ro FRIENDSHIP. 
I. 


Come, Gentle Pow’r! from whom 4rofe 
Whate’er life’s checquer’d fcene adorns ; 

From whom the living current flows, 
Whence fcience fills her various urns : 

Sacred to thee yon marble dome, 
O Goddefs, rears its awful head, 

Fraught with the ftores of Greece and Rome, 
With gold and glowing gems inlaid ; 

Where Art, by thy command, has fix’d her feat, 

And ev'ry Mufe and ev'ry Grace retreat. 


II, 


For erft mankind, a favage race, 
As lawlefs robbers, rang’d the woods, 
And chofe, when weary’d with the chace, 
’Midft rocks and caves their dark abodes : 
Till, Frrenpsuip, thy perfuafive ftrains, 
Pow’rful as Orpheu’'s magic fong, 
Re-echo'd through the fqualid plains, 
And drew the brutith herd along: 
Loft in furprize, thy pleafing voice they own’d, 
Chofe fofter arts, and polifh’d at the found. 


III. 
Then Pity firft her facred flame 


Within their frozen bofoms rais’d ; 
Tho’ weak the fpark, when Fr1ENDsHIP came, 
. When Frienpsuip wavd her wing, it blaz’d. 
’T was 
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‘Twas then firft heav’d the focial figh, 
The focial tear began to flow; 
They felt a fympathetic joy, 
And learnt to melt at others woe: 
By juft degrees humanity refin’d, 
And virtue fixt her empire in the mind. 


IV. 


O Goddefs, when thy form appears, 
Revenge, and rage, and factions ceafe ; 
The foul no fury-pafiion tears, 
But all is harmony and peace. 
Aghaft The * Purple Tyrant ftood, 
With awe beheld thy glowing charms ; 
Forgot the impious thirft of blood, 
And with’d to. grafp thee in his arms; 
Felt in his breaft unufual foftnefs rife, 
And, deaf before, heard pity’s moving cries. 


 f 


Is there a wretch, in forrow’s fhade, 
Who ling’ring waftes life’s tedious hours; 
Is there, on whofe devoted head 
Her vengeful curfes + ATE pours? 
See, to their aid kind FrigNnDsuipP flies, 
Their forrows fympathetic feels, 
With lenient hand her balm applies, 
And ev'ry care indulgent heals : 
The horrid fiends before her ftalk away, 
As pallid fpectres fhun th’ approach of day. 


* Dionyfius — Alluding to the Story of Damon and Pythias. 
+ The Goddefs of Misfortune. 


IV. O 
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VI. 


O for a faithful honeft friend ! 
To whom_I ev'ry cate could truft, 
Each weaknefs of my foul commend, 
Nor fear him treach’rous or unjuft. 
Drive flatt’ry’s faithlefs train away, 
Thofe bufy, curious, flutt’ring things, 
That, infeét-like, in fortune’s ray 
Bafk and expand their gaudy wings ; 
But ah! when once the tranfient gleam is o’er, 
Behold the change—they die, and are no more! 


Cambridge, Fune 4. 


To Mr. TOWN. 


Trin. Coll. Cant. Sun. 6. 
SIR, 


OUR Effay on the abufe of words was very well 

received here, but more efpecially that part of it, 
which contained the modern definition of the word 
Ruinep. You mutt know, Sir, that in the language of 
our old Dons, every young man is ruined, who is not 
an arrant Tycho Brabe, or Erra Pater. Yet it ‘is re- 
markable, that though the fervants of the Mufes meet 
with more than ordinary difcouragement at this place, 
yet Cambridge has produced many celebrated poets: 
witnels Spenjfer, Milton, Cowley, Dryden, &c. not to men- 
tion fome admired writers of the prefent times. I my- 
felf, Sir, am grievoufly fufpected of being better ac- 
quainted with Homer and Virgil than Euclid or Sander- 
fon; and am univerfally agreed to be ruined for having 
concerned myfelf with Hexameter and Pentameter more 
than Diameter. The equity of this decifion I fhall not 


difpute, 
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difpute, but content myfelf at prefent with fubmitting 
to the publick, by means of your paper, the following 
lines on the import of another favourite word, occafioned 
by the effay above mentioned. 


Worbs are, fo Wollafion defines, 
Of our ideas merely figns, 

Which have a pow’r at will to vary, 
As being vague and arbitrary. 

Now damn’d, for inftance—All agree 
Damn'd’s the fuperlative Degree ; 
Means ¢hat alone, and nothing more, 
However taken heretofore. 

Damn'd is a word can’t ftand alone, 
Which has no meaning of its own ; 
But fignifies or bad or good, 

Juft as its neighbour’s underftood. 
Examples we may find enough, 
Damn’d high, damn’d low, damn'd fire, damu'd ftuft. 
So fares it too with its relation, 

I mean its fubftantive damnation. 
The wit with metaphors makes bold, 
And tells you he’s damnation cold: 
Perhaps, that metaphor forgot, 

The felf-fame wit’s damnation hot. 


Anp heré a fable I remember— 
Once in the middle of December, 
When ev'ry mead in {now was loft, 
And ev'ry river bound. with froft, 
-When families got all together, 

And feelingly talk o’er the weather ; 
‘When—pox of the defcriptive rhime— 
In fhort, it was the winter time. 
It was a pedlar’s happy lot 
To fall into a Satyr’s cot: 
Shiv'ring with ‘cold and almoft froze, 
With pearly drop upon his nofe, 
His fingers ends all pinch’d to death, 
He blew upon them with his breath, 
Vou. I. Friend, 
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Friend, quoth the Satyr, what-intends 
That blowing on thy. fingers ends? 

« Jt is to warm them, thus I blow, 
“« For they are froze as cold as {now ;’ 
«¢ And fo inclement has it been, 

« |’m like a cake of ice within,” 

Come, quoth the Satyr, comfort, then! 
T'll chear thy infide,. if I. can; 

You're welcome in my homely cottage 
To a warm fire and mefs of pottage. 


Tuts faid, the Satyr nothing loth 
A bowl prepar’d of fav’ry broth, 
Which with delight the pedlar view'd, 
As fmoaking on the board it:ftood.: 
But though the very {team arofe 
With grateful odour to! his nofe, 
One fingle fip he ventur’d not, 

The gruel was fo wondrous hot. 
What can be done?—with gentle puff 
He blows it, till it’s cool enough. 
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| Wuy how now, pedlar, what’s the matter ? 
| Still at thy blowing, quoth the Satyr. 

I blow to cool it, cries the clown, 

That I may get the liquor down, 

For tho’ I grant you’ve made it well, 
You've boil’d it, Sir; as hot as hell. 


TueEn raifing high his cloven ftump, 
The Satyr {mote him on the rump. 
“« Begone, thou double knave or fool, 
“ With the fafne breath to warm and cool: 
“ Friendthip with fuch I never hold 
« Who're fo dami’d hot, and fo damn’d cold.” 





> We fhould be glad to know how a Note may be 
conveyed to G. K. 
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